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One Stormy Night 


Author's Notes: 
| haven't proofread this because | just did it all at once and it's long and | don't feel like going through it so if 
it sucks extra bad (like more than usual), you know why. If you see any mistakes, tell me. Please leave reviews 


I'd really appreciate it! And hey, I'm finally writing again! Yay for summer break being just around the corner. 


Duff McKagan sits on a worn-out red armchair in a bedroom lit only by the shining silver moonlight coming in 
through the wide window in the wall opposite him. He can't remember the last time he moved; all he knows is 
that it was still light out when he sat down. A good few hours, at least, then, since it is now pitch black out 
save for only the shimmering crescent moon illuminating the cold December night. Even the stars are hiding 
today, shrouded in deep grey storm clouds. A depressing view, and yet Duff feels strangely calm looking at it, 
calmer than he's felt in days, as if somehow the clouds filled with rain that has yet to fall down could 
somehow reflect the way he's been feeling recently; at full capacity, and not sure how much longer he can 
keep the storm that's raging inside of him hidden. A low rumble of thunder erupts out of nowhere, and Duff is 
only slightly startled as it pulls him out of his haze. 


The funny thing is that this is the first day in as long as he can remember that he hasn't taken any drugs. 
Sure, he's had a few bottles of wine, but those were hours ago and the effects will have worn off. He's just in 
a daze for no particular reason; he supposes sometimes people need some time to think. He never just sits and 
thinks, there's never time. Or he just prefers to ignore his problems. That's the more likely option. He sighs 
briefly and, though quick, it shakes through his entire body, which is stiff from sitting for so long. Without 


realizing it, Duff drifts back into the trance-like state he was in moments before. 


A few short minutes that somehow feel like hours later (but not in a bored kind of way, rather in a tranquil, 
content way), another peal of thunder rolls in under Duff's radar, this one louder than the last. It wakes him 
up again, and he groans. He was enjoying not thinking. But everyone has to face reality at some point in their 
life. Letting out another breath he's been holding for way too long, Duff glances up at the moon. Then, without 


warning, an image of Izzy forms in his head. 


This is followed by a groan, Duff doesn't want to think about Izzy right now. Izzy is one of the main causes for 
all the emotional turmoil the blonde has been dealing with recently. No matter how much Duff tries to stop it, 

his band mate's face begins to form in his head, that pale, emotionless face with those two gemstone eyes set 
into the middle of it, that dark, greasy hair framing it that somehow still manages to be attractive, the slight 

smirk at the corner of his mouth as vivid in Duff's mind as though the man were standing right in front of 


him. 


But, of course, he's not. 


Where is Izzy anyway? Duff doesn't know. With Axl, he assumes, though he can't be sure. He doesn't know 
where any of them are; he hasn't really been around his band for a few days. He's been trying to keep his 
distance becouse he's afraid of what will happen if he doesn't. He's seen unrequited love stories before and 
they never end well. He refuses to let that happen to him. Still, he can't deny that the thought of Izzy and Axl 
hanging out, writing music, or even just talking alone makes him feel sick to his stomach. He knows Axl's a 
homophobe, but he can't help feeling that somehow, the redhead would make an exception for his longtime 
friend from Indiana. And Duff has been sure for a while now that Izzy has feelings for Axl; he's the only one 
the black-haired man ever opens up to. Izzy might even be in love with him. Of course, Duff only has 


suspicions. 


What a strange sensation love is. How weirdly love works. How is it possible that a man you've always just 
simply appreciated and respected as a band member and friend can, from one day to the next, entirely without 
warning, become so much more to you? Duff only started noticing his own feelings for Izzy after he began to 
suspect that Izzy might have them for Axl. He has no way to be sure, but Izzy does hang around Axl an awful 
lot, and you'd think he'd be sick of him by now. Plus, nothing lights up his beautiful eyes quite like seeing their 


lead singer walk into a room does. 


Every time Duff thinks of this, a sharp stabbing pain works its way into his chest, and he hates himself for 
the way he feels. He's never had a problem with gays, that's not his issue. His issue is the fact that it had to 
be Izzy. The most unattainable man he could think of. Why? What the hell is wrong with Duff? He wonders it 
every day. And no matter how much he is staying away from Izzy on purpose, in the hopes that his love (is it 
really love? Shit, he's in trouble) will die down eventually, being away from him is killing him. So much so that 
he finds himself rushing to find his secret stash of cocaine, the very one he'd promised Izzy he'd thrown out 
(fucking hypocrite, worries about Duff when he can't even take care of himself). 


When Duff finally snorts it the relief is immense, but it's still not enough to blur out the image of Izzy fucking 
Stradlin that won't leave his head now that he's thought of him once today. Why can't Duff just go back to 
staring out the window, not feeling anything? He misses his perch on that tattered old armchair already, and 
he's only just moved. Though he is glad for the cocaine. Reaching for more, in the hopes that it will get rid of 
the image of the rhythm guitarist he can't stop thinking about once and for all, Duff is shocked when he 
realizes the bag is empty. Shit! Why didn't he get more? 


Despairing briefly, tears starting to fill his eyes in dumb frustration (Duff's been so emotional ever since this 
whole thing started - he's never been in love before), he suddenly remembers something. His liquor cabinet is 
never empty. He'd never let that happen So he decides its time to crack open his first bottle of vodka in 
three days. He's been so good, too, but right now his emotions are too much to handle and he fears Izzy will 
make him cry (again, and he doesn't even know what he's doing to Duff) if he doesn't do something to kill them 
as they bubble up inside of him. Happy that he remembered his alcohol, he rushes to get it, opens a fresh 
bottle of his favorite vodka, and chugs about a third of it down at once, ignoring the burn in his chest when 
he does. 


Still sipping it, he takes it back to his bedroom. He smiles as he sees that some of the clouds have moved and 
a few of the stars are now visible. A flash of lightning lights up his face and he catches a glance of himself in 
the mirror. He looks terrible (and he feels terrible, too). There are bags under his eyes the size of a planet 
and his hair is greasy and hanging in limp strands over his pale cheeks. He hasn't been taking very good care of 
himself lately. A throbbing headache starts up between his eyes and Duff lets out a frustrated groan as he 
holds the cool bottle up to his forehead to reduce the pain a little. When it doesn't go away, he chugs down 
the rest of the bottle's contents before going to get more. 


A little while later he is standing in his living room. He's unsure of how he got there, and the only thing he is 
actually sure of is that he is one hundred per cent in love with Izzy Stradlin. For some reason the alcohol had 
the opposite effect to what he wanted. Instead of forgetting Izzy, it has made him realize the true extent of 
his feelings for him. In the back of his alcohol- and drug-addled mind, he is vaguely aware of the downpour 
that has started outside, the clouds finally letting out what they've been holding in for so long. Maybe its time 


Duff did that too. 


He realizes with an intense pang how pathetic his life is right now. Here he is, a grown man (and a rock star at 
that), home alone for days in a row, thinking thoughts he really doesn't want to be thinking about his band 
mate who would probably never feel the same way, and letting it depress him so much that he's letting 
himself go and shutting himself up to the outside world, even to the man he loves so very much. He hasn't 
spoken to anyone in days and he thinks he's starting to go insane. If only he were doing something productive, 
at least, like writing new music, but he can't even bring himself to do that, with the excuse that it reminds 
him too much of Izzy. He growls and tosses the empty vodka bottle at the door handle before he's suddenly 


vaguely aware of a shape moving around outside his front door. 


His eyes blurry with tears, he opens it to investigate, but he can't see anything anymore. He steps out onto 
the porch, his head spinning from the poison in his system, unaware or simply not caring about the rain that 
is splashing down onto him, immediately soaking him entirely. At least his hair is finally getting washed. He 
frowns and is just about to go back inside and wallow in his misery when he hears a voice call his name. 
Though very drunk, he's still aware of this. He turns his head to the left, following the voice that sounds so 
strangely familiar, until his eyes land on black hair, a wet jean jacket, and a face that could only be that of an 
angel. His heart leaps and he wonders if this is a hallucination, but he's pretty sure that it's actually Izzy. 


"Duff?" Izzy calls again, now seeing that he's gotten the blonde's attention, and his thin lips break into a smile. 


"Izz? What are you doing here? It's fucking pouring, man. And it's late." Duff slurs. 


"I know, but | wanted to talk to you. Listen, Duff" Izzy pauses, as if unsure of how to proceed, though he'd 
seemed pretty self-confident just moments before. "Duff." He murmurs again, his voice trailing off. 


Duff sighs and takes a step towards him, almost tripping on his way down the front steps, but managing to 
catch himself in time. He stands upright and continues to advance until he's only a few meters away from Izzy, 
rain still pounding on his head. He's dreading what's coming. He knows what Izzy's here to say. Everyone in the 
band has been calling him all week, leaving messages and asking what was up with him, but he'd been ignoring 
them all, even those from Izzy (though he had never been able to prevent the way his heart leaped when he 
saw that Izzy had called). He knows the band's worried because they haven't heard from him. So of course 
they'd send someone to come check on him eventually, and they chose Izzy because he's the most convincing 
and he's also usually the only one that can coax Duff out of an emotional black hole and back to the band and 


sanity. Duff knows Izzy will only make him feel worse this time. 


He stares expectantly at the man's pale face, though he knows what's coming. This is why Izzy is so hesitant. 
He doesn't want to offend Duff. Duff waits for the usual speech of "we care about you, we miss you, we don't 
want you to get hurt, please come back to the band and play with us, you'll feel normal again, we don't want 


anything to happen to you". 


But it never comes. 


Instead, when Izzy finally does open his mouth, what comes out of it is the last thing Duff expects to hear. 


"Duff, | know." 


The blonde's stomach drops. He knows? How could he know? But after a moment of drunken panicking, he 
realizes that Izzy hasn't said what he knows about. Duff automatically assumed it was his feelings because 
he's feeling particularly awkward about the fact that he's been thinking about Izzy all night and now here he is 
and Duff's heart won't stop racing. But Izzy hasn't said what he knows about. 


"Kn-know what, Izz?" 


"| know that you're in love with me." 


Fuck. 


With his worst nightmare confirmed, tears start to fill Duffs eyes. He usually doesn't cry but he's been so 
emotional lately, and he's come down off his cocaine high, and the vodka isn't helping this at all. He knows 
there's no point lying to Izzy now, but he's going to try anyway. He hopes the rain is concealing his tears. 


‘lm not in love with you! What the fuck are you talking about? You high, idiot?" Duff thinks he could have 
been pretty convincing, but he forgot that his voice shakes when he cries. Shit. Izzy knows he's lying for sure, 
he can see it in his eyes. lzzy takes several steps in Duff's direction, all the while staring intensely at his eyes 


with a look on his face that clearly says "no bullshit". Izzy knows. Fuck. FUCK. Izzy knows! 


Izzy doesn't say anything, just continues to stare at Duff. After a while, Duff can't handle the silence anymore. 


The tears are still spilling over his cheeks and now he's sobbing, no longer caring that Izzy can tell. Izzy silently 


reaches out and brushes a tear off Duff's cheek. Duff feels the need to explain himself. He's so sure Izzy 
hates him right now. He feels terrible for the way he feels. 


'I- I'm so sorry, man, | never meant for it to happen and | don't know how it did and | know you probably hate 
me and you'll never feel the same way and you're actually probably in love with Axl - " (at this, Izzy looks 
confused; maybe Duff was wrong. A flicker of hope starts to build in his mind but he drowns it out with more 
banter)" - and | don't know what's wrong with me for feeling this way l'm a sick disgusting fuck and | 
understand if you want me out of Guns I'll just stay here alone for the rest of my life I'm happy with my 
vodka anyway I'm so sorry, Izz, l'm so fucking sorry" he rambles, stumbling over his words in his drunken (and 
nervous and panicked) state, though the cool rain has made him feel a little more sober now than he was 


before. He doesn't even know what he's saying. All he knows is that Izzy hasn't really reacted yet. 


Izzy looks bored and Duff feels like a mess, so ashamed of himself. He feels so exposed and he hates it. How 
did Izzy find out, anyway? Duff never bothered to ask and he finds it strange that this just occurred to him. 
He's still talking and he's aware that he's talking too much but he can't stop apologizing. He's probably only 
making the situation worse. Izzy seems to be sick of it, too, but what he does to shut Duff up shocks the 


blonde to his core. 


Izzy takes a step forward, grabs a fistful of dripping wet blonde hair and crashes their faces and lips together, 
embracing Duff in a sloppy and desperate yet warm and comforting kiss. Duff can taste need in Izzy's mouth. 


Maybe he was wrong all along. 


After a few minutes of pure (yet agonizing) pleasure, Izzy breaks away. Now he starts to smirk and Duff feels 
confused. Is Izzy playing a joke on him? Does he think this is funny? Duff starts to get scared that Axl will pop 
out from behind a bush with a camera and he and Izzy will start laughing evilly before running off together 


hand in hand. But no such thing happens. Izzy looks irritated for a second, but it's a playful kind of irritation 


‘I'm in love with you, idiot!" And with that one sentence uttered from that beautiful mouth set in that 
beautiful Indiana face, all of Duffs doubts go away. Suddenly he can just tell Izzy is serious - maybe its some 
kind of special connection. But his broken heart seems to piece itself back together just as fast as it broke, and 
a strange kind of warmth begins to fill him as he tingles all over, despite the fact that he's standing out in a 
thunderstorm in the middle of a freezing December night wearing nothing but a t-shirt and the same leather 
pants he's had on for five days. He's still crying, and he can't seem to stop, but now they're tears of joy. 


Duff grabs Izzy's face and kisses him, the kiss growing more and more heated by the second. Months of pent- 
up frustration and want are shoved into that kiss, and its rough but they both like it. Suddenly it feels like all 
the alcohol has been shocked out of Duff's system and what would usually feel like emptiness in his gut is 


replaced with an ecstatic kind of bliss, a feeling he's never known. So this is what requited love feels like. Now 


that Duff has it, he never wants to let it go. 


The two men stumble towards the front door and into the house, never once letting go of each other. Neither 
of them wants to. They reach the living room and collapse onto the floor together. Izzy's hand travels up 
Duff's wet leather pant leg and the excitement is taking the blonde over. Just as the waves of excitement and 


pure love (not just lust) reach his crotch, however, he blacks out. 


When he wakes up, Izzy is gone. 


Its still dark out, and still raining, but somehow, strangely, his clothes are completely dry. His hair is no longer 
wet, either, but it's greasy again, and he wonders how that could be because he was out in the rain for so 


long, shouldn't it all be washed away? 


The phone rings but his head is spinning so he lets it go to voicemail. He hears Izzy's voice and his heart 
jumps, he wants to run to the phone to pick up and ask Izzy where he disappeared to and whether they could 
continue what they had just been doing, but then he hears what Izzy is saying. 


"Hey, Duff, it's me again. Listen, me and the guys are worried. This is the third time I've called you tonight and 


none of us have seen you in days. What's up with you, man?" 


Huh? Izzy was just here. What's going on? 


And then it clicks. 


Duff dreamed the whole thing. As the realization comes, Duff yells out in frustration and hits himself on the 
forehead as tears begin to spill down his cheeks. This explains why he still feels slightly drunk and it explains 
why his clothes and hair aren't wet. This also explains how he woke up on the living room floor, by himself. He 
must have passed out from the vodka. This isn't his first Izzy dream, but this one was so vivid, so real. He 
wants to kick himself. How could he let this happen? He hates what his feelings are doing to him. He yells again 
and chugs down some more vodka before smashing that empty bottle too. 


His stomach aching from the sobs that rock through his body as intensely as the pleasure was rocking 
through it in what was apparently just a dream (he knew it had to be too good to be true), he tells himself 


this is the last straw. 


He races up to his bedroom and reaches under the pillow for the gun he keeps there (yeah, he's tough, but it 
never hurts to be prepared). He's been debating using it for days now but he never had the guts. But now he 
knows he's had enough, he can't take this any more. His whole life has been stolen away from him by one man 
who doesn't even know what he's done and could never reciprocate Duff's feelings anyhow. Again, Duff pictures 


Izzy hand in hand with their redheaded front-man God, he just wants that image out of his head. 


He turns to face the window again, eyes sweeping miserably over the armchair he'd been sitting on so 
peacefully just hours before, before his stupid fucking feelings had to come back along (in the strongest wave 
of them he'd ever felt) and ruin everything for him. He stares at the silver moon (it must never get sad 
when it shines so bright, why couldn't Duff be like that? Everyone loves the moon), hears the heavy patter of 
the rain outside (he knows if he continues to live that rain will always remind him of that embarrassing dream 
he'll never get out his head anyway), and decides to finally do it. He won't chicken out this time. He's had 


enough. 


He holds the gun up to his head, and hesitates. He thinks of that angelic face and wonders if Izzy will even be 

sad. Of course he will, what is Duff thinking, they're still friends, right? All his friends will be sad. Duff almost 
doesn't do it because that thought breaks his heart, but then the picture of Izzy and Axl comes back into his 
mind. The two boys that grew up together are kissing now, in Duff's mind, the worst-case scenario, and that's 


it. 


He pulls the trigger with shaky hands as one final tear slides off of his chin. 


He doesn't even leave a note. Let them find him and never know what killed him; he wouldn't want Izzy to feel 


guilty, after all. 


The next night, as it's raining again, Izzy really does show up on Duff's doorstep, along with all the other guys 
in the band. When Duff doesn't answer, they break in the door, worried. Four sets of eyes sweep over the 
messy living room, the two broken vodka bottles lying in the corner, and four sets of feet make their way 
through the house, finally getting upstairs. Slash is the first one to look in the bedroom, and a scream of 


terror sends the others running towards where he is. 


Slash starts crying and he can't look at the ground. When the others see Duff's pale, rigid body, hair tinted red 
in the pool of blood surrounding his head where it lies perfectly still on the ground, gun beside his lifeless hand, 


their reactions are much the same. Terror and sadness fill them, coursing through their veins. They don't 


know what to do. 


This is also the first time any of them have ever seen Izzy cry, including Axl. In fact, hours later, as they all 


sit in mutual melancholy silence, having finally calmed down, Izzy is the only one that's still crying. 


"What's up with you?" Axl asks, the words coming out harsher than he'd intended. 


Izzy looks up at the redhead (he never once loved) with bloodstained eyes and decides it's the moment of 
truth - not like it really matters anymore anyway. Nothing matters anymore. The black-haired man utters 


three painful little words with a shaking voice that could make the angels cry. 


"| loved him." 


And he's too preoccupied with the sounds of his own heart tearing into pieces to hear how his band mates 


react to that statement. If only he'd told Duff. Maybe he could have saved him. 


But now he'd never get his chance. 


